A   STORY

"I don't think I will Will it matter if I stay here till
about twelve?"

"Oh no, sir, missus told me to tell you.55

"Could you by any chance get me a writing-block?"

"Oh yes, sir."

I had eaten my egg and drunk my coffee when she
returned. "Will this do?" she asked, thrusting on me a
dainty packet of violet envelopes and notepaper smelling
of scented soap.

"Perfectly," I assured her, "if I wanted to write
letters. But I wanted something much larger and no
envelopes."

"Do you mean scribble?"

"I expect so."

In five minutes she was back with the very thing: it
had lines on and was called "Champion Pine White
Wove." I got her to fetch me two supplementary
cushions and settled down to write a story exhibiting the
absurdity of fashions in Art. Feeling very ironical I
began by writing across the first page in large capitals
the title (using my second and third fingers still):

A PLAIN UNVARNISHED TALE

and off I started.

Thus I began, and the tarnished pages are with
me now. But before I went any farther I rang the
bell. "Mary," I said, "bring me twenty Gold Flakes
now, a whisky-and-soda at twelve o'clock, my lunch
at one, and, if it isn't inconvenient, call me and get
me a bath ready at half-past five o'clock." "Very
well, sir," she said, as though this sort of thing happened
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